THE TERRIER SKIP

on the mountain lion hunt, and Jake Borah, who
has somewhat the Seth Bullock type of face. We
have about thirty dogs, including one absurd little
terrier about half Jack's size, named Skip. Skip
trots all day long with the hounds, excepting
when he can persuade Mr. Stewart, or Dr. Lam-
bert, or me to take him up for a ride, for which
he is always begging. He is most affectionate
and intelligent, but when there is a bear or lynx
at bay he joins in the fight with all the fury of a
bull dog, though I do not think he is much more
effective than one of your Japanese mice would
be. I should like to bring him home for Archie
or Quentin. He would go everywhere with them
and would ride Betsy or Algonquin.

On the third day out I got a fine big black bear,
an old male who would not tree, but made what
they call in Mississippi a walking bay with the
dogs, fighting them off all the time. The chase
lasted nearly two hours and was ended by a hard
scramble up a canyon side; and I made a pretty
good shot at him as he was walking off with the
pack around him* He killed one dog and crip-
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